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with the usual giggle. " I thought so when I was
looking round the Mess this evening. We resembled
a lot of savages ... I don't think the Colonel
minded. He's a wise old bird. He understands . . ."

Gradually the fragments of talk dwindled away and
died into complete silence as the men dropped off to
sleep. The Gunner Captain, before closing his eyes,
glanced at the bed opposite. The fair-haired Major
still sat motionless on the edge in the darkness,
clothed in his battle-dress.

" Aren't you turning in, Major ? " he asked, softly.

The query seemed to jerk the Major out of a dream,
though his eyes were wide open.

" Yes, I suppose I'd better," he muttered, and
bent down to unfasten his boots.

In the middle of the night the Gunner Captain
woke with a start. For the moment he could not
recollect where he was. He had been dreaming of
his Battery in action with the rearguard outside Dun-
kirk during the last stages of the Retreat. But it
was not these excitements that had broken his slum-
bers. He had heard a real voice. A voice very close
to him that seemed to be every now and then issuing
orders to men in a subdued but very penetrating
undertone. The room, blacked-out by the dose-
fitting blinds, was in complete darkness. But after
a while the Gunner Captain could perceive the figure
of the fair-haired Major, lying on the outside of the
bed opposite, still dressed except for his boots. The
figure tossed about uneasily in its sleep, mumbled
something unintelligible, was silent, then, suddenly, in
the penetrating undertone exclaimed:

" Mr. Hartley, who is left of your platoon ? "   A
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